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story, and they wanted her to tell them another.
But she was afraid to offend the old man again, so
she refused. The old man read to them a while,
and gradually, one after the other, they dropped off
to sleep. And in the morning they started off again
down the long white road; and at midday, when they
were hot and footsore, the wall of jungle before
them parted suddenly, and they came out into a
great fertile plain. The green rice-fields stretched
out before them, dotted over with watch-huts and
clumps of cocoanut-trees and red-roofed houses, and
the immense white domes of dagobas gleaming in.-
the sun. Beyond shone the pleasant sheet of water
through which the jungle had yielded the smiling
plain; the dead trees still stood up gaunt and black
from its surface; great white birds sat upon the
black branches, or flapped lazily over the water with
wild, hoarse cries; its bosom was starred and dappled
with pink lotus-flowers. And beyond again lay the
long dark stretch of jungle, out of which, far away
to the north, towered into the fiery sky the line of
dim blue hills. It was the tank and village of Maha
Potana; and when the weary band of pilgrims sud-
denly saw the monotony of the trees and of the
parched jungle give place to the water, and the green
fields, and the white dagobas, the shrines built by
kings long ago to hold the relics of the Lord Buddha^